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THIS BEGINS THE STORY
Bally disappointed her family, who
wanted o boy, and she was only a
femboy. Escapadea lead to ahipping
der off to a Devon farm. Hera ahe
folla in love with Mark Adderson, a
tleman farmer, who proposes to
and then apparvently jilts her,
wp that he cannot afford to marry.
ol (.‘Mmtioa. an older man, also
gropones fo her. He has o marl‘pwgc
o Muork'a property,  which he
mises to cancel if Mark marries
ﬁl othericise ahe 48 to marry him.
phi}'fslioned. Sally returns home to
Lendon escorted by Champion. 1_m-
she detarmines fo plunge into
pocinl gayety to forget her woe. Bhe
misca fo marvy Champion, despite
the epponition o her old aunt, who
morried unhappily, The ount
dier auddenly, leaving Bally aJor.
fune. From Devon she hears Mark
s ruined financially, which scema to
ploin his attitude toward her, But
{ihe i promized to Champion. How-
over, the usen gome ‘o[ her monay
tly to pay off Mark's mortgage,
thinking a legney from a relative
supplied the money,  Then wuner-
pro edly she ia thrown inte contact

with Mark at a dinner party.

AND HERE IT CONTINUES

CHAPTER XXXIX
The Torture of Unrequited Love

T WENT on:
“Mr. Champlop—Lionel, you know
id that on our wedding day he
would make you a present of the
geadds,”' 1 laughed.
alt it was quite a safe offer, as he never
Iy believed we should marry, and hoe
as quito right.' .
“1p was n wost generous offer,”’ sain
Mark coolly, wnd wnen 1 glanced up
t him 1 saw that his eves were like
y stoel, and his lips hard set,
YOh, 1 don't know about generous!
ou soe, 1 asked him to do it. I heawd
at he was the mortgagee—Mr. Al-
perry told me—so I asked him to wipe
it out nx a wedding present.’”’
“You—nsked—him?"
1 nodded.
“Yes, 1 did. It's the sort of thing 1
suld never dare to do now."
And then I realized that Mre. Fraser
s vainly trying to catch my eye
from the top of the table, and that the
bither Indies were rislng,* And I grabbed
py bandkerchief and vanity bag in
pwift confusion, amd without anothe
dance at Mre. Anderson followed In the
main  of cxtravagant [rocks to the
wing room.
Mrs, Fraser eame across the room
me at ance, 1 wished she would turn
¢ attention to gome one else, but she
drew up # chair and sat down,
“8p the wedding is to be voon—quite
" she sald,
“Yes."'
“You

are o very fortunate girl,

I suppose my monosyllable answers

Bdid not wish to discuss my wedding,
she asked ;

“"How do you like Mr., Anderson®
JBuch & handsome man, 1 think. He 1y
a client of my brother’s, you know."
“Yes—s0 Le told me.'

"I've seen him before, you know,"' |
sald lghtly as I eould. **When I wns
down In Devonshire in the winter.''
She wald in surprise:  ““Oh, have

hought cross ber face. Derbaps she
had heard of my short-lived romunee,
and was petting two and two Logetier,
80 I went on:

"I knew lils cousin, too, 1 knew her
well! Nina her name 18, and she und
Mr, Anderson are engoged.'

Mrs. Fruser sald: “Oh, indeed,”
rather disappointedly, nnd then press
ently, as if she had lost interest in
the conversution, she moved awny, and
slmost at once the men came in from
the dinlng-rgom, and Lionel saw me
tmmedintely,

- "‘“eII," he sald, and tried to smile,

I've hurdly eanght a glimpse of you
\ ‘the evening.""
| ‘I caught o glimpse of you onoe,

ough,'' 1 said teaslngly. “‘Aud vou
looked &0 thoroughly nasty and dis-
agreabls I folt glad you and I had not
goue in to dinner together,"

‘I #hould not have looked dixngree-
able if we had,'' he nnswered,

H1 sald: “Pooh! Don't be a Blue-
pard, just because Me. Auderson huy-
ell to be here; Mrs, Fraser never
Enew that we had met, And, even if
ibe had, what does It matter? 1t
all over nnd done with."
He tried to catoh my hand, but 1
f" It nway.

Are you sure, Rally—sure?' he
maked wistfully, *'You looked so radinn
Bt dinner, 1 thought * = e

‘Blucheurd I'" 1 gaiq ugnin,
tould stand no more inquisltion, 1
turned abruptly from him and jolnedd
[} BToup of girls who were chattering

other,

Vinnte wos one of them, and she
W me apart for n moment to whis-

But 1

“Bully, thatr My, Anderson, is e your
P Anderson 1sn't he handsome? My

dear, 1 don' .
'ar, ont womder you were nilid
about him, " ’ r

But I suffered
ety I saw fiop disappenr fnto the long
kreenhionse udjvining  the  drawing-
:Umnnu'nh' 1.‘ilnrk strolling beside ler,
surlden  stabbing though ¥

‘lllémgh my henrt, g = R
Upposing Le took n funcy to her!
E;dw'..\.' falrly well off, §f not wealthy.
g n;uw un’u sufficlently spoilt (o
O get her own way i

Weans op foy 2 e
Ny money |

L * % = and it was

Was blind and deaf to
everything
hat went on nround ! g

cruelly when pres-

me, my eyes
e fixed on the doo i
) r through whie
lhl{ it gh which
",luursI Catne to me again.

Maer wanty me
It“lg;ﬂlt-—'iu you
Fa
‘It

to make up a hand
- 1ind ¥
Ourse not; please go.'!

Went reluctantly,
Jl'uu want nige——'"
want you I'll g I
hal You B0 out in the
“Int:'rm ring the gong till you come,"’

l ‘irlnll!m-sl fippantly, and 1 lnughed
“a‘m“'}. hiysterical way at my own

/

he sald,

Lione laughod, toc
ooy quite matisfi
"y ul thing how e
¥ convineed

bt
rm

I bore it g
ﬁ’". i

Yo anid he went off,
el, It is & won-
asily some men! can
thut overything is all

;\nlt]'rlghl' when my heart was

N I | -:nuf!d bear no more ;
e over of some nolsy no-
tl.tnltl:!n‘- thumped out on the plano,
that Joy Rerass to the curtained door
d into the long greenhiouse,

] e way g sickly
i y scent of flowers
T nnd the place was Jit with shaded

v e T wal
roplop | g
hﬁ‘a

ed through the almost
'l!‘»nt 10 & lounge at the end,
mmuld Boe my wister and My,
o rose to his feot wh
v gL en he
ml-.‘;“'ﬂil' frowned S -
Y want you,'
. “Mrs,
' e hosit
T Winnie
‘er

ier.
: dli they renlly want me,"!
Hho:li«l toward Mr, And
Bl nl;:;',"l ';N If to follow her, and
e ¥ done so_only my i
Inl: '}"lﬂil ot that ‘tlut"ill lu}n ﬂlsli‘ll:;
\ Ut behing, me, and 1 gave a

| e rrel
R
..Lll'[ tuy Mlu J’ﬁl&: LU T

J

I sald to her

atod, then whe

rather fancied herself

she said,
fraon,*

\p

“T dare say he |

puszled her, and evidently thinking 1!

ou?"" and I eould wee a qulck shuttle of [

Fraser wanty you to!
rose, |

Winnle had gone on; I suppose her
love of applause was even grenter than
her desirs for Mark's company, and
in n moment my frock was freed,

“I think that it is all right,
not torn,'" he sald.

I did not answer, and he ralsed hin
eyes, He had been bending over hia
task—and looked up at me,

The gray eyes 1 had loved wo well
were very dark in the subdued light,
nnd as we stood there It seemed absurd
that I no longer had the right to
g0 to him and ralse my face to he

It in

klused, and becuuse the knowledge of
tlhn gull between us hurt so unbearably

broke out, hardly knowing what 1
sald:
“You seem to llke Winnle, even If
she isn't in the least like me.'’

And then, me he did not speak, 1
added passionately :

"Perhaps that is the reason why."

CHAPTER XL
A Brutal Denimeiation

The ghost of a smile crossed Mark's

face, and he sald, with the first touch

of emotion I had heard in hia volee
all the evening,

“I thought you told me that you
were no longer n baby! That you had
grown up."

My lips quivered, and the tears

rushed to my eyes. I don't know
what you mean,”" 1 faltered,

Do you want me to tell you?"' he
nsked honrsely,

And thongh he did not really move,

| lia tall figure seemed all ot once to
(e very clowe to me,
I " Tell me,” 1 whispered,

He laughed a shaky laugh that

"lrmmlprl the unhapplest thing on earth,
s he snid
| “You are pretaniling to bo—jonlous—-
| of your sister!"" And he Inughed agnin.
| havshly,  “Jealoun! By God.  After all
that's happened !
I laughed wildly. For the moment
I wias mod with my own unhappiness,
“Jealous! Yes, T am Jewlous ! T sal!

sassionntely. ‘I hate to see you with
her—you belonged to me at fiexst * = ¢
- . L]

You—you Oh, I don't know
whiut I am saying,'” 1 added, with'a
heartbroken ®ob. and for n” moment
there was a tragie silence. Then Mark
snld, In n queer, broken voice:

“I ean't understand you, Hally.
You're engaged to Champion, ond yet
—yet * * * oou look nt me as If—
ir L] L L AL

“As if I loved you,"' T broke in, woh-
bing. *'I do love you. I've never loved
any onc lesa * * *  What Jdoes n
stupid engagement mntter? 1°d ruther
marry you without a shilllng to your
nome than—than anxthing clse, * * **

My pride was down. I hud forgotten
that it was he who hud sent me away.
I only knew that he was the mnn for
me, und thnt without him I eould not
bear my life. And I waited for whai
veemed wn eternity of ellence, broken
only by his hard breathing. Then he
gave u little inarticulate sound anid
moved toward me,

"Sﬂ”,\' - -

It was his volre that spoke my name.
but it waws another volee that caught It
up from the cortained door of the
greenhotuse—caught it up on n note of
unhenrable  pain and  disbelicf—and
swinging round with a stifled ery |
suw Ldone! Champlon standing there,

For o moment nobady spoke, then
Tdonel took a quick step toward me:
| his face was swhite, but he spolke com-
posedly.

“This is iy dance, T think."'
| He absolutely ignored Muark.
| I drew back putting my hands behind
| me.

““No * ¢ T ean't dance with you
ngnin,'” 1 mald breathlessly,

My heart wns beating ke a wild
thing. I hated him for hoaving come
it thnt moment: I wanted to he witl
Mark, to henr hlm say that he love
me, nnid to forget fae misery of the
past weeks,

Lionel drew himself up.
at Mark for the first time,
back agnin at me.

“This is not the rime or the place
for a scene,'’ he sald, and 1 konew thar
it wae hard work for him to speak a0
quietly, “‘You are engaged to me for
this dance, Sally, ond if there is any-
Wthing you—or this gentleman here-
wish to say to me it can be sald
terward, at a more suitable time."'

I looked at Mark, but he stood un-
movable, and I broke out palnfully:

“It must be sald mow—nt this mo-

He lonked
and then

nf-

ment, Lionel, T——"" I stopped, an?
lnoked at Mnark with agounized eyes
Wonld he never speak?

There was a tragic silence; then

Tionel said:

“Sully, I beg of you, for your own
sitke, come with me now, Thie man can
naver be anything to you. If you knew
nws much ns T do about him you would
not be hers at this moment, Immll‘:lr’-l
ing yourself, I beg of you * * ¢

T ran past him and clasped my hands
round Mark's arm,

“Why don't you sny sonicthing-
why don't you sav something” T nelied
| I.Zull, sobbing. *'You Lenr what ho muyve,
|..n.1 vou know that (f vou wxnt me 1
will marey von rather than any other

wan in ihe worlid, * ® <7 "
“Sally, far God's sake——"" Lionel
[ brake in

| I turned and faeed him.

Yt true,'’ 1 sald passionately, *'1
lews him, and 1've alwayx loved himn
Mark—nh, Mark!"'

e disengnged my hands from his
nrm very gently, but he kept them both
|Il ill" an he !qluhl‘.

“I think it 1w for Miss Bluter to
honen ' he sald.  “'And, ak <he hne
done ma the honor to choose wme-— "'

Jjone! gave an enrnged ery

S he honor to choose vou. you black-
_rmlnrll " he shented, T don't know how
vou've got the infernal Limpudence to
*and ‘here after what hapnened o
[ month ngo down in Devonshire."'

e wan purple with rage, and  he
conlid hardly articulnte an he turned
vivs more (o me.

“You naver Lkrew why he gave you
up,’' he stammered, "\’o_u never knew, |
[ but you shall know now ! He gave you |
L boenuwe your famlly offered ta buy |
him off, that's why! They knew he
wns no sultabls husband for you, and
o« they offered to buy him off he let you
[think that he did not cave for you."
1donol' s savage volee tore my heart like
woma  sharp-tongued Instrument, nnd 1
gnve o aobbing cry of disbelfef,

[ "I don't believe you-—I1 don't belleve
vey "

g 'tlt'u the truth!"* ha relterated fite-
fualy. “'It's the truth! Ask bLim if
I he didu't agree to let you go In return
for enough money with which to pay
the movtgnge off his farm! Awk hiw,
if you won't take my wonl! Took at
him, and see which of us in speaking
the truth."

l I rateel my eyes to Mark, Two dull
patches of crimson stood out In his
pallor, and s eyes were like rteel,

Mark, is it the tiuth?" 1 could
liard'y spea’, and 1 shonid bave fallen
Lut for his hands, to whick I clung.

ol me—If you've any pity at all—
in it this truth?"

ypa 't He flung the word at me.
“Yes, it's the truth—if that's all you
care for! 1 did agreo 4 let you go—
ns he says—-for money,
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THE GUMPS—Dear Old Uncle : : : : ‘ ol -
R RS - P Y o e C { WANT YOU FOL\KS “® <oME Down TO THE
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Mow You WAVE
G@ROWMS WHAT A
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- KMOWE WOW -~ BPARE MO
0 NG To Be- 'VE LUTTLE PALACE= Nou CERTAINLY AFFAIR= SHE _
TRUE YO " N [ nere )\ someine v XMow Now O 80 THINAY < ANDY /| | (L L eE ME Oy THO STRARGERS P
p S FOR YOV JUST AS. PARTY=. | WONY TAWE Mo FOR AH
TAY Wond, o s DOON AR MY METARTWER -~ THE CAR WALL SE WERE AT 68
caLs TRUNKE COME~ ; VEE MU TONGHT=
ON “THE
Qume
FAMILY = ; h

BT WE
HAS
CMAMGED -
HE'S NoY
THE SAME
UNCLE
BIM

-

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—The Week Starts Blue, But She'll Cheer Up

YOU'VE ALL BEEA IN THE SAME BoaT| EVERY “TEAR 1 JUGGLE MYy FooOR

S0 YoU ALL CAM APPRECIATE THE BRAING TIL THEY “YELL AURDER Axn’

SToo 1M IN, CHRISTMAS HAS GOT | CHRISTMAS MORNING 1 GET - :

ME ALAMOST MUTTYIS SLIPPERS ,  WRITING PAPER AND CAADY .
- THEY'RE REGULAR THIAGS LIKE

MORNIN' AND AIGHT ! 1 CAM GET CAADY |

OR PAPER ALL YEAR _AAD I GOT AO |~
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{IF T HAD A MILLION DOLLARS

ATD GET A CITY DIRECTORY, MAIL
EVERYBODY A CATALOG AA' :
TELL ‘Em TO DO THEIR DARNDEST,

Copyright

SLIPPERS, WRITING PAPER’ AAD CAADY '
ANOBODY THINKS L GoT A SouL !

T SPLIT My BEAN THIMKING UP THINGS
AAND WOTD'L GET 7. SLIPPERS, >
WRITIN' PAPER AA' CAADY !
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By Fontaine Fox

SCHOOL DAYS

The Young Lady Across the Way The Cartoonist's Wife Helps Him Get an Idea

{
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MiRTH of
AN IDEA
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The young lady seross the way
says the Fusion Party did not get
anywhere In the recent election In
New York, showing once more that
what we need is not & new party
but a combination of the better ele-
ments in the two old ones,
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HERE RECCAP, Take
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